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A COMPLETE GRIPPING NOVEL Page 

The Lord of Tranerica by Stanton Coblentx 12 

Because Hannibal Sprait, inhuman dictator of Tranerica, wanted lovely Celia 
Stanwick, his exploding trme-machine made a space-devouring Catalyst of 
the Fourth Dimension, and sucked Celia out of 1938 into the mad mechanical 
hell of 2439! 

2 GREAT LONG SCIENCE NOVELETTES 
Mutineers of Space. by Lloyd Arthur Eshbach 69 

Doomed by an Interplanetary racketeer to slave their lives away for the re- 
juvenating sulphur crystals of Jupiter, what chance had those frail Terrestrials 
to escape the monstrous Jovians and blast their way 550,000,000 miles to 
Mercury and revenge! 

Quest of Zipantoric. by Robert Moore Williams 88 

Within that amazing bubble of flame was a beautiful girl, her hand holding a 
scepter symbol of Zipantoric — her gesture condemning Dick Markle and Dr. 
Burstone to the terrible wrath of a Mayan fire god's incredible scientific de- 
vices! 

2 SUPER-SCIENCE SHORT STORIES 

The Mereurian Menace. by Nelson S. Bond 59 

What fiendish creatures of flame lived on that macabre terrain which was the 
dark side of Mercury? Aided by the bouncing-ball humans of the hot side, 
Buzz Carson plunged too late into the chill anti-hell necromancy of that 
inexplicable land to join a lovely girl in a destiny of disintegration! 

The Message from the Void by Hubert Mavity 85 

Mutual misunderstanding between Mars and Earth — because of two factors 
in the abstract beyond their comprehension! 

SCIENCE DEPARTMENTS 

The Test Tube 84 

Through the Telescope 1 05 

***** 
The Dynamic Cover 

The editors of DYNAMIC SCIENCE STORIES felt that it was only fitting 
that the acknowladged greatest of science-fiction artists should do its inaugural 
cover; Frank R. Paul pictures a dramatic scene from Stanton Coblentz' novel 
"The Lord of Tranerica." 
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THE MESSAGE FROM THE VOID 



by HUBERT MAVITY 



Silently the young 

mechanic pressed 

th« button 




This m0ntory of the present 
passes human comprehen- 
sion, and the Time-distor- 
tion factor spells frustra- 
tion! 



THE cold globe pulsed unevenly. 
In one corner of the great vaulted 
chamber a fretful generator vi- 
brated through an ever-rising tonic se- 
quence to still itself in the silence of 
ultra-sound, A dim filament flared into 



a point of sparkling light, and Dor Jan 

nodded briefly to his assistant. 

Silently the young mechanic pressed 
a button on the towering metal banks 

before him. Gears meshed. Wires, 
strung high above, hummed with an er- 
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ratic vibration. Ozone crackled in the 
thin air, and a silent wave of power 
winged its way with the swiftness of 
light toward the pale green planet glow- 
ing in the darkness of the void. . . . 

"Missing half your life. That's all 
there is to it I" declared the cheerful 
young man. "Nothing like a little home 
of your own with a plot of ground. 
'Bring your friend out to dinner,' says 
my wife, 'we'll show him what real home 
life is.' Great girl, my wife. You'll like 
her. You say you've never been out to 
this section before?" 

"Never," answered the other. With 
distaste he noted the tidy monotony of 
the small suburban community. Uni- 
form stucco cottages; a thousand homes 

with a thousand similar tiny grass plots, 
a thousand cheery lights burning in a 
thousand windows for a thousand hus- 
bands to "come home to." His nostrils 
twitched with the crisping odor of a 
thousand chops frying on a thousand 
"Little Genius" gas ranges. . . . 

"Yes sir, nothing like it!" boasted his 
host again. "Marry and settle down is 
what I always say. You'll see for your- 
self in a minute. My house is just 
around the corner and past — " 

" — the gas station," finished the vis- 
itor. 

"What? What's that?" The proud 

young husband stared at his guest 

amazedly. "Hey, I thought you'd never 

been here before?" 
"Why, I — I haven't!" stammered 

the visitor weakly. "I don't know what 

made me say that. I've never been to 
Highland Corners before. But all of a 
sudden, somehow I felt as though I'd 
seen this section a long, long time 
ago. . , 
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IN the telescope chamber of the Flag- 
* staff Observatory, Sir Humphrey 
Wimpole, R.A., shook his head as he 
argued with his American friend and 



colleague. 

"No, Wallace," he said didactically, 
"I'm afraid we must discard your fanci- 
ful theory of life on other planets. If 
you'll forgive my saying so, it smacks 
too much of the romantic. Like those 
incredible yarns one reads in the sci- 
ence-fiction magazines. Why, the at- 
mospheric conditions, the lack of 
warmth and light, the shortage of oxy- 
gen—" 

"But, Sir Humphrey," insisted Pro- 
fessor Wallace, "you must remember 
this. All life need not be exactly in the 
same form as ours. Different bodies, 
adapted to strange environments. A 
different form of reasoning, perhaps — " 

"Tut, tut!" shrugged the British 

scientist impatiently. "All reasoning is 

based on the same fundamentals. You 
know as well as I do that the Milan Ob- 
servatory has been attempting to com- 
municate with other planets for more 
than thiry years. 

"Twenty-four hours a day they 
broadcast a series of signals based on 
pure mathematics — the science which 
all logical creatures must recognize. 
The Law of the Squares. Two, followed 
by a four. Three, followed by a nine. 
Then a four — with a pause. 

"Surely if there were intelligent crea- 
tures, say on Mars, they would under- 
stand the fundamental principle of this 
squaring factor — and send us a logical 
solution ! " 

He stopped abruptly and passed a be- 
wildered hand over his broad face. The 
American leaped up. 

"Sir Humphrey! What's wrong? 
Shall I get water?" 

"No — nothing, thanks," faltered the 
visiting astronomer. "It's nothing at 
all. Just a peculiar sensation, such as 
we all experience occasionally. For an 
instant I felt that I had been through 
this same scene once ... oh, a long time 
ago ! And this is my first visit to Amer- 
ica. Odd, isn't it?" 
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The magazine editor's look of amuse- 
ment faded; gave way to a disturbed 
frown. He stared angrily at the manu- 
script in his hand, and pressed the buz- 
zer on his desk. 

u 'Miss Jenkins," he ordered, "send 
Murphy in here ! " 

Murphy entered, the broad grin on 
his face fading as he glimpsed the edi- 
tor's expression. 

"Murphy," growled the editor, "what 
in blazes is the idea of sending this story 
up here to me for reading?" 

"Why — why, it's goodl" stammered 
the first reader. "As a matter of fact, 
it's the best story I ever found in the 
unrush mail. And from an unknown, 

too. It shows a world of promise ! " 

"Goodl" snorted the editor. "Of 
course it's good! It ought to be. It's 
the rankest kind of plagiarism. A di- 
rect steal from . . . from . . . well, I 
don't exactly remember where I read it 
before. But I did. I remember read- 
ing this story a long time ago. 
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The reciting student swayed sud- 
denly; raised a hand to his forehead 
and shook his head. When he lowered 
it again the color had left his face. He 
stared at the professor with vaguely 
frightened eyes. 

"Herr Toggman — " he whispered. 

"Yes, Wilson?" The psychologist 
glanced at the boy curiously. 

"I'm sorry," said the student, "but 
I've quite forgotten what question you 
asked me. I just had the most confused 
feeling. I felt as though I were sud- 
denly repeating something I'd done a 
long, long time ago. Yet this is the 
first time we met in this classroom!" 



* I 'HE professor smiled gently. 

* "A very common sensation, Wil- 
son. We will discuss it at greater length 
later in this course. It happens to all 
men at some time or other. Every psy- 
chologist recognizes it, and has some 
theory to explain it. Henri Bergson 
calls it, 'the memory of the present.' 

"Humans walking down strange 
streets, talking with new acquaintances, 
often stop short — believing they have 
done the same thing some time before. 
Some people claim the sensation has 
some significance, but that is palpably 
absurd. It is an utterly meaningless — " 

In a control room more than 50,000,- 

000 miles distant, Dor Jan removed the 
amplifying unit from his head. There 
was defeat in his large, many- faceted 
eyes as he gestured to his assistant. 

Once more a button was pressed. The 
crackling hum ceased. The generator 

whirred and died. The light of the pal- 
lid globe flickered wearily. 

"Success, master?" The robot's as- 
sistant's thought came to the Martian 
astronomer's mind anxiously. Dor Jan 
grimaced. 

"No. Failure again. I fear I must 
report to the Academy that the green 
planet definitely does not sustain life. 

1 am certain that our signals reached 
there. Still, in more than 500 rennai of 
experiment we have received no answer- 
ing signals from its cloudy obscurity. 

"But surely . . . surely . . ." sighed 
the scientist, "if there were intelligent 

creatures, they would understand the 
fundamental principles of the Time-dis- 
tortion factor — and send us the logical 
solution. . . ." 
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